There Is nothing mysterious about this road
which leads to the site of the Temple of the Mys-
teries. It winds down through the pine-woods and
rocks of the Pass of Daphni into the cheerful and
well-cultivated Thriasian plain, whence across a
brilliant-blue stretch of water, which looks like a
lake, but which is the bay of Eleusis, you can see
houses and, alas! several tall chimneys pouring forth
smoke. The group of houses is Eleusis, now an
Albanian settlement, and the chimneys belong to a
factory where olive-oil soap is made. The road
passes between the sea and a little salt lake, which
latter seems to be prevented from submerging it
only by a raised coping of stone. The color of this
lake is a brilliant purple. In the distance is the
mountainous and rocky island of Salamis.

When I reached the village, I found it a cheery lit-
tle place of small white, yellow, and rose-colored
houses, among which a few cypress-trees grow. Al-
though one of the most ancient places in Greece, it
now looks very modern. And it is difficult to believe,
as one glances at the chimneys of the soap factory,
and at two or three black and dingy steamers lying
just off the works to take in cargo, that here Demeter
was worshiped with mysterious rites at the great
festival of the Eleusinia. Yet, according to the leg-
end, it was here that she came, disguised as an old
hag, in search of her lost Persephone; here that she
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